

SLOWLY Anna Ray 
steered her big, bronze 
Ford Galaxie station 
wagon through the fast- 
moving traffic as she 
spoke about how the 
police harass her. 

We were returning flxMn a 
dramatic visit to her husband. 
James Earl Ray, in Bjmshy 
Mountain State Penitentiary 
here in Tennessee, 

The police . hated her, she 
claimed, b ecause she was cam-’ 
Ignlng fbYarrcw'Ma^fat 
s so fer served twelve 
years of a 99-year sent- 
ence for the killing of 
Martin Luther King, the 
Civil -Rights leader. 

I listened to her long 
complaints list; sand put 
in her petrol tank while' 
her car was parked under 
the noses of the police 
end guards outside the 
prison; her steering wheel 
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sabotaged; and frequen^ 
the tyres let down. Offl- 
clals just looked on 
offered no help. 

Bo many Incidents bad 
occurred that she had 
bought Sacha, a police 
dog, to protect the car 
and herseU 

And, furthermore, she’ 
added that she was fre- 
quently. picked up for 
speeding when she ■ 
wasn’t; and once bad 
been held at the police 
I station for four hours with 
no reasonable explana- 
I tloa ■ . . 

I sank lower in my seat 
Oh, dear. Was she para- 
noid about the police? I; 
wondered silently. Then I 
heard the wall of a police 
I car slrea 

The timing was aston- 
ishing. “There’s the 
exclaimed Anna.* 
i going to pick me 
exceeding a 15 
>n limit by a school 
1 1 going fast?” 


T rtjrfn't think iio and a Cflrt be sure of is that 
Stream of other carswas tSlc “ tream-^aU^o^ 


. An odd business. Only 
an hour before, Ray had- 
been telling me he did not^ 
kill King, and had been 
framed by the FBI who 
bad murdered him. ;i 

If this is the case, lean- 
understand why Anna 
Ray is the unpopular 
she claims she Is. 


car, 

Anna seOd to me: ‘Tknow 
the man. He's always . 
picking me up. The prison 
must have phoned ahead. 

• ^ say I was coming.” 

.. $l^na hands 

>My photogrqpbw'a^ t 
•got out of the car with 
Anna, and this seemed to 
confuse the poUcenian. 

the camera on the. 

Iwnnet of thQ car,”' he 
commanded. 

The photographer,' an 
American, took no notice 
and continued to record 
the sene. Now the poUce- ' 

loan's ben^ weie-abek.- ten ?host which Anna 
says “they” want him to 
be. 

The harassment, she 
says, started from the 
moment they were mar- 
iTled— eighteen months. 


[th the authorities In 
•this curious Red Neck 
•tate* 

She Is her husbanci’s 
link with the outside.* 
world, and without her he 
might become the forgot- 


'znan’s hands were 
Tng, and he said to Anna; 
^ou were doing 28 mph 
•and I’m booking you.” 

• I would be surprised If 
.that was her spe^, but I 
cannot be sure. What 1 









wed iHlir Kr 


ifo 111 a i^n ceremony. .■ 

- They btd first met 
^en Anna, a weU*known, 
locU artlit, was Mjt by a 
TV station to sketcn mi 
trlaL 

“No plcturai weri 
allowed of our wedding 
ceremony," said Anna. 
"But another cjouple who 
got married In the same 
Jail on the same day were 
' allowed tour rolls of lUm. 
"Before the wedding. 
James had spent five: 
years In soUtary. They 
were hoping he would hill 
mmself or go insane." 

Why did she marry 

had such a mean 
K ith ?and I want him to 
?Sav# a UtUe happiness 
r- and dignity. I felt I could 
4 ’11810 hlm^get justice and 
g'at^e same time ease his 
B^ piirden with my love." : 
f V Anna was a great; 

^ adi^r of Martin Luther 
King and hla Civil Rights 
campaign, so she evi- 
dently^ thoroughly 
believes her husband did 
not kill him. 

The wedding ceremony 
V was jMrformed by the 
Rev. James Lawson, one 
of King’s closest Wends. 

He told therm ‘T count 
this moment of your mar- 
riage as a sign of a new 
hope and new possibility, 

•‘‘• and the primary reason 
rm here Is because I see 
It as a sign of grace." 

^ The beat man was Mark 
Lane, the celebrated 
American lawyer who Is 
pr68&ln8 tor & toll I6*txuil 
tor Ray. 

Lane, who was the late 
President Kennedy’s New 
• York campaign manager, 
' told me; 'T held the ring 
and James’s cellmate 
baked a cake. 

"No one in the prison 
thinks James killed King. 
If they did, he would be In 
•trouble from the blacks. 
They are Wendly towards 
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Ray; 'And If the whites 
<thoWt he’d doiie It, they 
•vf^dL have made him 
Jntd a hero and given him 

'■''taiie talks about Grace 
Walden, a star witneM In 
the case who has b«n 
■prevented from testifying. 

She was staying In toe 
flophouse In 

from where a ^^rsh^ot 

King dead— aiming ms 
Sun- from toe bathroom. 

Mrs. Walden saw toe man 

leaving the bathro^, 
and is the only eye-wit* 

^e man she saw, she 
says, was short, small-* 
bon^ and In his fifties, 
with salt-and-peppw hafr. 
Kay Is tall, was in his late* 
thirties with black hair. 

But Mrs. Walden wal 
never called to testlQr. 
She was placed In a men- 
tal Institution by the 
Memphis authorities. 

"This was quite Illegal," 
claims Lane, "becauM 
Tennessee law requires 
that a commitment pro- 
ceeding be initiated by ft 
.relative, guardian, doctor 
or dlrwtof of a health and 
welfare institution. 8he 


was raU-roaded .out of tot 
way." 

On toe tenth annlvep* 
sary of King's death, ft 
group of Southern chu^ 
ministers demanded 
Walden’s release. They 
claimed she was being 
held In hospl^ 
she refused to. IdenutT 
Ray as the nian she saw 
fleeliig from to« Data* 
room. ’ . . 

Finally, Ihnt brought 
an ■ action and got 
Walden released. Ht 
acted as her guardian.. 
She stayed with him m 
his home In Memphis tor 
’two years. Now innerlfttt 
.sixties, she Is in a nursing 
homo, an enfeebled 
woman, who has a long- 
past record of alcoholism.. 
Lane says that w^ 
she was shown a plctort 
of Ray Immediately after 
•the assassination she 
-said: "That's not your 
man." Two months later 
she was incarcerated in ft* 
mental asylum. 

A ruthless and murde> 
ous scenario has been 
enacted here. Six yearn 
ago Dr. King’s 70-year-old 
mother was 8unn«d 
down-as she played toa 
organ in a Baptist churcn 
in Atlanta, Georgia. 

The killer was a 23-year* 


old black man, 

Chenault, who 
trial Judge: “I 
•here on a mlsslo . 
baa been partially accoi 
pushed." 

Police levealed that 
there was a death. Ust 
ten ClvU. Rights leaders. 
But demands for *an 
Inquiry into a conspiracy 
plot to wipe out toe lead- 
ership were never ans- 
wered. 

Mark Lane shares 

unpopularity with >tona 

Ray. In hla office in Mem- 
plJs he showed me a 
drawer In a filing cabinet. 

It was marked "D tor 
death threats, because he 
■gets so many, 

Whatever the 
about who shot Ma™ 
Luther King, one thing 
emerged ciuring my 
inquiries. Few people here 
think it la toe sUm, grey- 
ing man of Bni^ Moun- 
tain. 

A prison guard 

remarked to me as he 
escorted me out of_tto 
place; "The trouble with 
^ is that he ain’t got 
no poUtlclan behind him. i 
Recently, James Eaxi 
■ Kay, tor toe third time, 
tried to escape. 

While a diversionary 
fight was staged for. him, 
ho managedto 
the waU, and stay on toe 
run tor three days. 

The prison warden 'was 
reported to have s^d: 
"Don’t let the FBI find 
him first. They’ll kill- 
him." 

The end came suddenly 
when Ray awoke to find 
himself surrounded by 
tracker dogs. 

They are weird, like a 
lot of things at Brushy 
Mountain. 

For they art blood- 
houndi tmned not 
bark. 
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